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hard weather-beaten looking men, and the greater pro- 
portion half, or more than half drunk. When I en- 
tered, I walked up to the Iandlord. . 

* Yo ho, my young un, whence and whither bound, 
my hearty 7? 

* The first don't signify much to you,’ said J, ‘seeing 
I have wherewithal in the locker te pay my shot ; and 
as to the second, of that hereafter; s0, old boy, let’s 
have some grog, and then ‘say if you can ship me 
with one of them colliers that are lying alongside the 

uay? 
- My eye, what a lot of brass that small chap has 
grumbled mine host. ‘Why, my lad, we shall see 
to-morrow morning; but you gammons so bad about 
the rhino, that we must prove you a bit ; so, Kate, my 
dear'—to the pretty girl who had let me in—' score a 
pint of rum against——— Why, what is your name?’ 

* What's that to you?’ rejoined I, ‘let's have the 

, drink, and don’t doubt but the shiners shall be forth- 
coming.’ 

‘Hurrah!’ shouted the party, most of them now 
very tipsy. So the rum was produced forthwith, and 
as I lighted a pipe and filed a glass of swizzle, I struck 
‘in, ‘ Messmates, I hope you have all shipped 7 

* No, we han’t,’ said some of them. 

“Nor shall we be in any hurry, boy,’ said others. 

* Do as you please, but I shall, as soon as I can, I 
know ; and I recommend all of you making yourselves 
scarce to-night, and keeping a bright look-out.’ 

* Why, boy, why ? 

‘ Simply because I have just escaped a press-gang, 
by bracing sharp up at the corner of the street, and 
shoving into this dark alley here.’ 

This called forth another volley of oaths and unsa- 
voury exclamations, and all was bustle and confusion, 
and packing up of bundles, and settling of reckoninge. 

* Where,’ said one of the seamen, ' where do you go 
to my lad?’ 

* Why, if I can’t get shipped to-night, I shall trun- 
dle down to Cove immediately, so as to cross at Passage 
before daylight, and take my chance of shipping with 
some of the outward bound that are to sail, if the wind 
holds, the day after to-morrow. There is to be no 
pressing when blue Peter flies at the fore—and that 
was hoisted this afternoon, I know, and the foretopsail 
will be loose to-morrow.’ 

‘——— my wig, but the small chap is right,’ roared 
one. 

I’ve a bloody great mind to go down with him,’ 
stuttered another, after several unavailing attempts to 
weigh from the bench, where he had brought himself 
to anchor. 

‘Hurrah!’ yelled a third, as he hugged me, and 
nearly suffocated me with his maudling caresses, ‘I 
trundies wid you too, my darling, by the piper.’ 

‘Have with you, boy—have with you,’ shouted 
half a dozen other voices, while each stuck his oaken 
twig through the handkerchief that held his bundle, 
and shouldered it, clapping his straw or tarpaulin hat, 
with a slap on the crown, on one side of his head, and 
staggering and swaying about under the influence of 
the poteon, and slapping his thigh, as he bent douile, 
laughing like to split himself, till the water ran over 
his cheeks from his drunken half shut eyes, and while 
jets of tobacco juice were squirting in all directions. 

I paid the reckoning, urging the party to proceed 
all the while, and indicating Pat Doolan’s at the Cove 
asa good rendezvous ; and promising to overtake them 
before they reached Passage, I parted company at the 
corner of the street, and rejoined the lieutenant. 

. * ‘ + * 

* Mr. Cringle, you are wanted in the gun-room.' 

I put on my jacket again, and immediately proceeded 
thither, end on my way I noticed a group of seamen, 
standing on the starboard gangway, dressed in pea 
jackets, under which, by the light of a lantern, carried 
by one of them, I could see they were all armed with 


and cutlass, They appeared in great glee, and 
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as they made way for me, I could hear one fellow 
whisper, ‘ There goes the little beagle.’ I could hear 
Mr. Treenail rumbling and stumbling in his State- 
room, as he accoutred himself in a jacket similar to 
those of the armed boat’s crew whom I had passed, and 
presently he stepped into the gun-room, armed also 
with cutlass and pistol. 

‘ Mr. Cringle, get ready to go in the boat with me, 
and bring your arms with you.’ 





I now knew whereabouts he was, and that my Cork ; 


friends were the quarry at which we aimed. I did as 
I was ordered, and we immediately pulled on shore, 
where, leaving two strong fellows in charge of the 
boat, with instructions to fire their pistols and shove 
off a couple of boat-lengths, should any suspicious 
circumstance, indicating an attack, take place, we 
separated, like a pulk of Cossacks coming to the 
charge, but without the houra/, with orders to meet 
before Pat Doolan’s door, as specdily as our legs could 
carry us. We had landed about acable’s-length to 
the right of the high precipitous bank—up which we 
stole in straggling parties—on which that abominable 
congregation of the most filthy huts ever pig grunted 
in, is situated, called the HolyGround. Pat Doolan's 
domicile was in a little dirty lane, about the middle 
of the village. Presently ten strapping fellows, in- 
cluding the lieutenant, were before the door, each man 
with his stretcher in his hand. It was a very tem- 
pestuous, although moonlight night, occasionally clear, 
with the moonbeams at one moment sparkling brightly 
in the small ripples on the filthy puddles before the 
door, and on the gem-like water-drops that hung from 
the eaves of the thatched roof, and lighting up the dark 
statue-like figures of the men, and casting their long 
shadows strongly against the mud wall of the house ; 
at another, a black cloud, as it flew across her disk, 
cast every thing into deep shade, while the only noise 
we heard was the hoarse dashing of the distant surf, 
rising and falling on the fitful gusts of the breeze. We 
tried the door. It was fast. 

* Surround the house, men,’ said the lieutenant, 
in a whisper. He rapped loudly. ‘ Pat Doolan, my 
man, open your door, will ye?’ No answer. ‘If 


you don’t, we shall make free to break it open, Pa- 


trick, dear.’ 

All this while the light of a fire, or of candles, 
streamed through the joints of the door. The threat 
at length appeared to have the desired effect. A poor 
decrepid old man undid the bolt and let us in. 
arce! ohonaree! What make you all this boder 
for? Come you to help us to wake poor ould Kate 
there, and bring you the whisky wid you?’ . 

* Old man, where is Pat Doolan, said the lieutenant. 

* Gone to borrow whisky, to wake ould Kate, there. 
The howling will begin whenever Mother Doncan- 
non and Mistress Conolly come over from Middleton, 
and I look for dem every minute.’ 


There was no vestige of any living thing in the 
miserable hovel, except the old fellow. Ontwo low 
trestles, in the middle of the floor, lay a coffin with 
the lid on, on the top of which was stretched the dead 
body of an old emaciated woman in her grave-clothes, 
the quality of which was much finer than one could 
have expected to have seen in the midst of the sur- 
rounding squaliduess. The face of the corpse was 
uncovered, the hands were crossed on the breast, and 
there was a plate of salt on the stomach. 


An iron cresset, charged with coarse rancid oil, 
hung from the roof, the dull smoky red light flickering 
on the dead corpse, as the breeze streamed in through 
the door and numberless chinks in the walls, making 
the cold, rigid, sharp features appear to move, and 
glimmer, and gibber as it were, from the changing 
shades. Close to the head, there was a «mall door 
opening into an apartment of some kind, but the cof- 
fin was placed so near it, that one could not pase be- 
tween the body and the door. 


. . 


*‘Ohon , 


‘My good man,’ said Treenail, to the solitary 
mourner, ‘ { must beg leave to remove the body a bit 
and have the goodness to open that door,’ : 

*Doer,’ yere honour! It's no door o’ mine—and 
it’s not opening that same, that ould Phil Carro} shal! 
busy himself wid.’ 

*Transom,! said Mr. Treenail, quick and sharp, 
‘remove the body.’ It was done. 

* Cruel heavy the old dame is, sir, for all her wasted » 
appearance,’ said one of the men. 


The lieutenant now ranged the press-gang against 
the wall fronting the door, and stepping into the mid- 
dle of the room, drew his pistol and cocked it. ‘ Mess- 
mates,’ he sung out, as Wf addressing the skulkers in 
the other room, 'I know you are here—the house is 
surrounded—and unless you open that door now, by 
the powers, but I'll fire slap into you.’ There was s 
bustle, and a rumbling tumbling noise within. ‘My 
lads, we are now sure of our game,’ sung out Tree- 
nail, with great animation. ‘Sling that clumsy 
bench there.’ He pointed to an oaken form about 
eight feet long, and nearly three inches thick, To 
produce a two-inch rope, and junk it into three 
lengths, and rig the battering-ram, was the work of 
an instant. ‘One, two, three,'—and bang the door 
flew open, and there were our men stowed away, esch 
sitting on the top of his bag, as snug as could be, al- 
though looking very much like condemned thieves. 
We bound eight of them, and thrusting a stretcher 
across their backs, under their arms, and lashing the 
fins to the same by good stout lanyards, we were pro- 
ceeding to stump our prisoners off to the boat, when, 
with the innate devilry that I have inherited, I know 
not how, but the original sin of which has more than 
once nearly cost me my life, I said, without addressing 
my superior officer, or any one else, directly,—'‘I 
should like now to scale my pistol through that coffin. 
If I miss, I can’t hurt the old woman; and an eyelet 
hole in the coffin itself will only be an act of civility 


to the worms.’ £ 


‘I am ashamed of that part of the recerd, Mr. 
Bang. Pray draw your pen through it.’ 

* Pen!’ said he—' why, I have none at hend, Tom, 
and, if I had, I would not expunge it. 1 would leave 
it in your power to satisfy your conscience, if you 
can do so, by drawing your pen through it yourself— 
a bad sentiment, and cruel under the circumstances, 
Cringle—but, come along.’ 


I looked towards my superior officer, who answered 
me with a knowing shake of the head. I advanced, 
while all was silent as death—the sharp click of the 
pistoltock now struck acutely on my own ear, I” 
presented, when—crash !—the lid of the coffin, old 
woman and all, was dashed off in an instant, the 
corpse flying up in the air, and then falling hea- 
vily on the floor, rolling over and over, while a tall 
handsome fellow, in his stripped flannel shirt and 
blue trowsers, and the sweat pouring down over his 
face in streams, sat up in the shell. 

‘ All right,’ said Ma Treenail— help him out of 
his berth.’ 

He was pinioned like the rest, and forthwith we 
walked them all off to the beach. By this time there 
was an unusual bustle in the Holy Ground, and we 
could hear many an anathema, curses, not loud bu: 
deep, ejaculated from many a half-opened door as we 
passed along. We reached the boat, and time it was | 
we did so, fora number of stout fellows, who had 
followed us in a gradually incroasing crowd, until they 
amounted to forty at the fewest, now nearly sucrouod- 
ed us, and kept closing in. As the last of us jumped 
into the boat, they made a rush, so that if we had not 
shoved off with the speed of light, I think it very 
likely that we should have been overpowered. How- 
ever, we reached the ship in safety, and the day fol- 
lowing we weighed, and stood out to sea with our 
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PRIVATEERING. 
{On her voyage to the West Indies, the Torch fell 
in with a veseel which had been captured by a priva- 
teer, and @ prize crew lefton ooard. Having retaken 
the vessel, with the assistance of her own ship’s com- 
pany, Mr. Cringle thus refers to the horrible atroci- 
ties of that blot on the code of national law—priva- 
teering. It is not always, we believe, to be repre- 
sented in such dark colours as in this instance; but 
there can never be any security against like abuses— 
while there is no one of its features that morals or hu- 
manity can approve. We trust the day is not remote 
that will make it an object of universal condemnation 
among mankind; and that civilized nations will be 
ashamed to authorise a kind of warfare little, if at all, 
better than piracy, and justly, like that crime, punish- 
able by the extirpation of those concerned in it.] 

By this the lieutenant had descended to the cabin 
followed by his poople, while the merchant crew once 
more took charge of the ship, crowding sail into the 
-body of the fleet. 

I followed him close, pistol and cutlass in hand, and 


I shall never forget the scene that presented itself* 


when I entered. The cabin was that of a vessel of 
five hundred tons, elegantly fitted up ; the panels were 
filled with crimson cloth, and gold mouldings, with 
superb damask hangings before the stern windows 
amd the side berths, and brilliantly lighted up by two 
large swinging lamps hung from the deck above, 
which were reflected from, and multiplied in, several 
plate glass mirrors in the pannels, In the recess, which 
in cold weather had been occupied by the stove, now 


. stood a splendid cabinet piano, the silk corresponding 


with the crimson cloth of the panels: it was open, a 
Leghorn bonnet with a green veil, a parasol, and two 
long white gloves, as if recently pulled off, lay on it, 
with the very mould of the hands in them. 

The rudder case was particularly beautiful; it was 
a richly carved and gilded palm-tree, the stem painted 
white, and interlaced with golden fretwork, like the 
lozenges of a pine-epple, while the leaves spread up 
and abroad on the roof. 

The table was laid for supper, with cold meat, and 
wine, and a profusion of silver things, all sparkling 
brightly ; but it was in great disorder, wine spilt, and 
glasses broken, and dishes with meat upset, and knives, 
and forks, and spoons, scattered all about. She was 
evidently one of those London West Indiamen, on 
board of which I knew there was much splendour 
and great comfort. But, alas! the hand of lawless 
violence had been there, The captain lay across the 
table, with his head hanging over the side of it next 
to us, and unable to help himself, with his hands tied 
behind his back, and a gag in his mouth; his face 
purple from the blood running to his head, and the 
white of his eyes turned up, while his loud stertorous 
breathing but too clearly indicated the rupture of a 
vessel on the brain. 

He was a stout portly man, and although we re- 
leased hin on the instant, and had him bled, and threw 
water on his face, and did ail we could for him, he 
never spoke afterwards, and died in half an hour. 

Four gentlemanly-looking men were sitting at table, 
lashed to their chairs, pale and trembling, while six of 
the most ruffian-looking scoundrels I ever beheld, 
atood on the opposite side of the table in a row front- 
ing us, with the light from the lamps shining full on 
them. Three of them were small, but very square 
mulattoes; one was a South American Indian, with 
the square high-boned visage, and long, lank, black 
glossy hair of his cast. These four had no clothing 


‘besides their trowsers, and stood with their arms fold- 


ed, in all the calmness of desperate men, caught in the 
very fact of some horrible atrocity, which they knew 
shut out all hope of mercy, The two others were 
white Frenchmen, tall, bushy-whiskered, sallow des- 


“peradoes, but still, wonderful to relate, with, if I may 
One of them © 


®0 speak, the manners of gentlemen. 
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squinted, and had a hair-lip, which gave him a horri- 
ble expression. They were dressed in white trowsers 
and shirts, yellow silk sashes round their waists, and 
a sort of blue uniform jackets, blue Gascon caps, with 
the peaks, from each of which depended a large bullion 
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despatches for the Admiral.’ 

* Surely, sir—surely,’ the dark lady continucd— 
‘follow me, sir, and dat small gentleman, {Thomas 
Cringle, Esquire, no less,] him will better follow me 


tassel, hanging down on one side of their heads. The too 


whole party had apparently made up their minds that 
resistance was vain, for their pistols and cutlasses, 
some of them bloody, had all been laid on the table, 
with the buts and handles towards us, contrasting 
horribly with the glittering equipage of steel, and 
crystal, and silver things, on the enow-white damask 
table-cloth. They were immediately seized, and iron- 
ed, to which they submitted in silence. We next re- 
leased the passengers, and were ovefPowered with 
thanks, one dancing, one crying, one laughing, and 
another praying. But, merciful Heaven! what an 
object met our eyes! Drawing aside the curtain that 
concealed a sofa, fitted into a recess, there lay, more 
dead than alive, a tall and most beautiful girl, her head 
resting on her left arm, her clothes dishevelled and 
torn, blood on her bosom, and foam on her mouth, 
with her long dark hair loose and dishevelled, and co- 
vering the upper part of her deadly pale face, through 
which her wild sparkling black eyes, protruding from 
their sockets, glanced and glared with the fire of a 
maniac’s, while her blue lips kept gibbering an inco- 
herent prayer one moment, and the next imploring 
mercy, as if she had atili been in the hands of those 
who knew not the name; and anon, a low hysterical 
laugh made our very blood freeze in our bosoms, which 
soon ended in a long dismal yell, as she rolled off the 
couch ‘upon the cabin deck, and lay in a dead faint. 


Alas the day! & maniac she was from that hour. 
She was the only daughter of the murdered master of 
the ship, and never awoke in her unclouded reason, to 
the fearful consciousness of her own dishonour and 
her parent’s death 

‘Tom,’ said Bang, ‘that is a melancholy affaii, ! 
can’t read any moreof it. What followed? Tell us.’ 

‘Why the Torch captured the schooner, sir, and 
we left the privateer’s men at Barbadoes to meet their 
reward, and several of the merchant sailors wereturn- 
ed over to the guardship, to prove the facts in the first 
instance, and to serve his Majesty as impressed men 
in the second.’ 

‘Ah,’ said Aaron again, ‘ melancholy indeed, and 
but scrimp measure of justice to the poor ship’s crew.’” 


A DINNER SCENE. 

{After their arrival at Jamaica, Lt. Treonail and 
Mr. C. went to visit the Agent.] 

“ One of the crew undertook to be the guide to the 
agent’s house. We arrived before it. It wasa large 
mansion, and we could see lights glimmering in the 
ground floor, but it wae gaily lit up aloft. The house 
itself stood back from the strect, from which it was 
separated by an iron railing. 

We knocked at the outer gate, but no one answer- 
ed. At length our black guides found a bell-pull, 
and presently the clang of a bell resounded through- 
out the mansion. Stillno one answered. I pushed 
against the door, and found it was open, and Mr. 
Treenail and myself immediately ascended a flight of 
six marble steps, and stood in the lower piazza, with 
the hall, or lower vestibule, before us. We entered. 
A very well-dressed brown woman, who was sitting 
at her work ata long table, along with two young 
girls of the same complexion, instantly rose to re- 
ceive us. a 

‘ Beg pardon,’ said Mr. Treenail, ‘ pray is this Mr 
——’s house?’ 

‘Yes, sir, it is.’ 

* Will you have the goodness to say if he be at 
home 7’ : 

‘Oh yes, sir, he is dere upon dinner wid company,’ 


“ gaid the lady. 


‘Well,’ continued the lieutenant, ‘say to him that 





We left the room, and turning to the right, landed 
in the lower piazza of the house, fronting the north. 
A large clumsy stair occupied the easternmost end, 
with @ massive mahogany balustrade, but the whole 
affair below was very ill lit up. The brown lady 
preceded us, and planting herself at the bottom of the 
staircase, began to shout to some one, ‘ Toby, Toby! 
bucera gentleman arrive, Toby !'—but no Toby re- 
sponded to the cat}. 

*My dear Madam,’ said Treenail, ‘I have little 
time for ceremony: pray usher us into Mr. ———’s 
presence.’ 

‘ Den follow me, gentlemen, please.’ 


Forthwith we all ascended the dark staircase, until 
we reached the first landing-place, when we heard a 
noise as of two negroes wrangling above us on the 
dark staircase. 

‘You rascal,’ sang out ene, ‘take dat, larn you, for 
teal my wittal’—then a sharp crack, as if he had 
smote the culprit across the pate; whereupon, like a 
shot, a black fellow, in a handsome livery, trundled 


down, pursued by another servant, with a iarge silver - 


ladle in his hand, with which he was belabouring the 
fugitive over his flint-hard skull, right against our 


hostess, with the drumstick of a turkey in his band, , 


or rather in his mouth, ‘Top, you tief—top, you 
tief—for me piece dat,’ shouted the pursuer. ‘ You 
—— rascal,’ quoth the dame—but she had no time 
to utter another word before the fugitive pitched, with 
all his weight, right against her; and at the very 
moment another servant came trundling down with 
a large tray full of all kinds of meats—and | espe- 
cially remember that two large crystal stands of jellies 
composed part of his load—so there we were regularly 
capsized, and caught all of a heap in the dark Iand- 
ing-place, half way up the stairs, and down the other 
flight tumbled our guide, with Mr. Treenail and my- 
self, and the two blackies, on the top of her, rolling 
in our descent over, or rather into, another large ma- 
hogany tray, which had just been carried out, with a 
tureen of turtle-soup in it, and a dish of roast beef, 
and platefuls of land crabs, and Heaven knows what 
all besides. The crash reached tho ear of the land- 
lord, who was seated at the head of his table, in the 
upper piazza, along gallery about fifty feet long by 
fourteon wide, and he immediately rose and ordered 
his butler totake a light. When he came down to 
ascertain the cause of the uproar, I shall never forget 
the scene. There was, first of all, mine host, a 
remarkably neat personage, standing on the polished 
mahogany shair, three steps above his servant, who 
was a very well-dressed, respectable, elderly negro, 
with acandle in each hand; and beneath him, on the 
landing-place, lay two trays of viands, broken tureens 
of soup, fragmente of dishes, fractured glasses, and 
a chaos of eatables and drinkables, and tablo-gear 
scattered all about, amidst which lay scrambling my 
lieutenant and myself, the old brown housekeeper, 
and the two negro servants, all more or less covered 
with gravy and wine dregs. However, after a good 
laugh, we all gathered ourselves up, and at length wo 
were ushered on the scene. Mine host, after stifling 
his laughter the best way he could, again sat down at 
the head of his table, sparkling with crystal and wax- 
‘ights, while a superb lamp hung overhead.” 

[Subsequently the writer goes into a long carica 
turing satire against the “ Anti-Slavery” party in Eng- 
land, of which a specimen is annexed.) . 

“Why, I say, Tom,’ quoth Aaron, ‘I never knew 
before that you were in Jamaica, at the period you 
here write of,’ 


an officer of his Majesty’s sloop Torch, is below, with ° 








| 
| 
1 
{ 
i 
L 


<0 e 





LLL ee 








‘Why, my dear sir, 1 scarcely can say that 1 was 
there, my visit was so hurried.’ 

‘Hurried!’ rejoined he, ‘hurried—by no means, 
were you not in the island for four or five hours? Ah, 
long enough to have authorized your writing an anti- 
slavery pamphict of one hundred and fifty pages.’ 

I smiled, 

‘Oh, you may laugh, my boy, but it is true—oh 
what a subject for an anti-slavery lecture—listen and 
be instructed. The whole white inhabitants of Kings- 
ton are luxurious monsters, living in more than East- 

«ern splendour; and their universal practice, during 
their magnificent repasts, is to entertain themselves, 
by compelling their black servants to belabour each 
other across the pate with silver ladles, and to stick 
drumsticks of turkeys down each other's throats, 
Merciful heaven !—only picture the miserable slaves, 
each with the spaul of a turkey sticking in his gob; 

dwell upon that, my dearly beloved hearers, dwell upon 
that—and then let those who have ‘he atrocious har- 
dihood to do so, speak of the kindiiness of the planters’ 
hearts. Kindliness! kindliness, to cram the leg of a 
turkey down a man’s throat, while his yoke-fellow in 
bondage is fracturing his tender woolly skull—for all 
negroes, as is well known, have craniums, much thin- 
«ner, and more fragile than an egg-shell—with so tre 


, mendous a weapon as a silver ladle?” &c. &e. 9g. &. 


A WATER SPOUT. 

“The next day I had the forenoon watch; the 
weather had lulled unexpectedly, nor was there much 
sea, and the deck was all alive, to take advantage of 
the fine blink, when the man at the mast-head sung 
out—'‘Breakers right a-head, sir.’ 

‘Breakers |’ said Mr. Splinter, in great astonish- 
ment. ‘Breakers!—why the man must be mad—I 
say, Jenkins’) —— 

‘Breakers close under the bows,’ sung out the boat- 
swain from forward. 

‘ The devil,’ quoth Splinter, and ho ran along the 
gangway, and ascended the forecastle, while 1 kept 
close to his heels. We looked out a-head, and there 
we certainly did see * splashing, and boiling, and 
white foaming of the ocean, that unquestionably looked 
very like breakers. Gradually, this splashing and 
foaming appearance took a circular whisking shape, as 
if the clear green sea, for a space of a hundred yards 
in diameter, had been stirred about by a gigantic in- 
visible spurtle, until every thing hissed again; and 
the curious part of it was, that the agitation of the 
water scemed to keep a-head of us, as if the breeze 
which impelled us had also floated it onwards. At 
length the whirling circle of white foam ascended 
higher and higher, and then gradually contracted 
itself into a spinning black tube, which wavered about 
for all the world like a gigantic loch-leech, held by the 
tai) between the finger and thumb, while it was poking 
its vast snout about in the clouds in search of a spot 
to fasten on. 

‘Is the boat gun on tho forecastle loaded ?’ said 
Captain Deadeye. 

* It is, sir.’ 

‘¢ Then luff a bit—that will do—fire.’ 

The gun was discharged, and down rushed the 
black wavering pillar in a watery avalanche, and ina 
minute after the dark heaving billows rolled over the 
spot whereout it arose, as if no such thing bad ever 
been. 

‘And what was this said troubling of the waters, 
Tom? said Aaron. 

‘Why, my dear sir, it was neither more nor less 
than a waterspout, which again is neither more nur 
less than a whirlwind at sea, which gradually whisks 
the water round and round, and up and up, as you 
see straws so raised, until it reaches a certain height, 
when it invariably breaks.’ 

‘Do you mean to say, Tom, that a waterspout is 
not created by some next to supernatural exertiun of 

_the power of the Deity, in order to suck up water into 





LITERARY GEMS. 








the clouds, that they, like the vine-skinsin Spain, may 


be filled with rain 7’ 
‘My dear sir, fain is not salt, as it must have beon 


‘if the clouds had been leathern bags, and the water of 


the sea carried up in waterspouts ; rain is the vapours 
which arise from the earth and sea, which being con- 
densed, dis——' 

*Oh, never mind,’ said Bang, ‘wait till you are 
made a lecturer in the Mechanics’ Institution.’ 

THE BERMUDAS. 

[The Torch had captured an American merchant- 
man, and was bound to Bermuda with her prize in 
tow.] 

It was th@middle watch, and I was sound asleep, 
when I was etartled by a violent jerking of my ham- 
mock, and a cry ‘that the brig was amongst the break- 
ers.’ [ran on deck in my shirt, where I found all 
hands, and a scene of confusion as I nover had wit- 
nissed before. The gale had increased, yet the prize 
had not been cast off, and the consequence was, that 
by some mismanagement or carolessness, the swag of 
the large ship had suddenly hove the head sails of the 
brig a-back. We accordingly fetched stern way, and 
ran foul of the prize, and there we were, in a heavy 
sea, with our stern grinding against the cotton ship’s 
high quarter. 

The main boom, by the first rasp that took place 
after I came on deck, was broken short off, and near. 
ly twelve feet of it hove right in over the taffrail ; the 
vessels then closed, and the next rub ground off the 
ship's mizen channel as clean as if it had veen sawed 
away. Officers shouting, men swearing, rigging 
cracking, the vessels crashing and thumping together, 
I thought we were gone, when the firet lieutenant 
seized his trampet—‘ Silence, men, hold your tongues, 
you cowards, and mind the word of command !' 

The effect was magical. ‘Brace round tho fore- 
yard—round with it—set the jib—that’s it—fore-top- 
mast stay-sail—hkaul—never mind, ifthe gale takes it 
out of the bolt rope’—a thundering flap, and away it 
flew in truth down to leeward, like a puff of white 
smoke. ‘Nevermind, men, the jib stands. Belay 
all that- down with the helm, how—don’t you sce 
she has sternway yet? Zounds! we shall be smashed 
to atoms if you don’t mind your hands, you lubbers— 
main-topsail sheets let fly—thore she pays off, and 
has head-way once more—that't it—right your helm 
now—never mind his spanker-boom, the fcrestay will 
stand it—there—up with the helm, sir—we have 
cleared him—hurrah!’ And a near thing it was, 
too, but we soon had every thing snug; and altho’ 
the gale continued without any intermission for ten 
days, at length we ran in and anchored with our 
prize in Five Fathom Hole, off the entrance to St. 
George’s Harbour. ° 

It was lucky for us that we got to anchor at the 
time we did, for that same afternoon, one of the most 
tremendous gales of wind from the westward came on 
that Lever saw. Fortunately it was steady and did 
not veer about, and having good ground-tackle down, 
we rode it out well enough. The effect was very 
uncommon; the wind was howling over our mast- 
heads, and amongst the cedar bushes on the cliffs 
above, while on deck it was nearly calm, and there 
was very little swell, being a weather shore; but half 
a mile out at sea all was white foam, and beyond this 
the tumbling waves seemed to meet from north and 
south, leaving a space of smooth water under the lee 
of the island, shaped like the tail of a comet, tapering 
away and gradually roughening and becoming more 
stormy, until out at soa the roaring billows once more’ 
owned allegiance to the genius of the storm. 

There we rode, with three anchors ahead, in safety 
through the night, and next day, availing of a tempo- 
rary lull, we ran up, and anchored off the Tanks.— 
Three days after this, the American frigate President 
was brought in by the Endymion, and the rest of the 
equadron. ny 
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I went on board, in common with every officer in 
the fleet, and certainly I never saw ae more superb 
vessel; her ecantling was that of a seventy-four, and 
she appeared to have been fitted with great care. I 
got a weck's leave at this time, and, as I had letters to 
several families, I contrived to spond my time plea- 
santly enough. , 


Bermuda, as all the world knows, is a cluster of 
islands in the middie of the Atlantic. There are 
. Heaven knows how many ofthem, but the beauty ofthe 
little straits and creeks which divide them, no man 
can describe who has not seen them, The town of 
Saint George's, for instance, looks as if the houses, 
were cut out of chalk; and one evening the family 
where I was on a visit, Mrs. T——'s, proceeded 
to the main island, Hamilton, to attend a ball there. 
We had to cross three ferries, although the distance 
was not above nine miles, if so far. The Mudian 
women aro unquestionably beautiful—so thought 
Thomas Moore, a tolerable judge, before me. By 
the bye, touching on this Mudian ball, it was @ very 
gay affair, the women beautiful—'I can conceive that 
any how,’ said Massa Aaron—but all the men, when 
they speak, or are spoken to, shut one eye and spit— 
‘ A compendious description of a community,’ added 
our friend. 


The second day of my sojourn was fine—the first 
fine day we had had since our arrival; and with seve- 
ral young ladies of the family, I was prowling through 
the cedar wood above St. George's, when a dark 
good-looking man passed us; he was dressed in tight 
worsted net pantaloons and Hessian boots, and wore 
a blue frock-coat with two large epaulets, with rich 
French bullion, anda round hat. On passing, he 
touched his hat with much graee, and in the evening 
I met him in society. It was Commodore Decatur. 
He was very much a Frenchman in manner, or, I 
should rather say, in look, for although very well 
bred, he, for one ingredient, by no means possessed a 
Frenchman's volubility ; still he was an exceedingly 
agreeable and very handsome man. 


The following day we spent in a pleasure cruize 
amongst the three hundred and sixty-five islands, 
many of them not above an acre of extent—fancy an 
island of an acre in extent !—with a solitary house, 
a small garden, a red-skinned family, « piggery, and 
all around clear doep pellucid water. None of the 
islands and islets rise to any great height certainly, 
but they shoot precipitously out of the water, as if 
the whole group had originally been « huge platform 
of rock, with numberless grooves subsequently chi- 
selled out in it by art. 

We had to wind our way amongst these manifold 
small channels for two hours, before we reached the 
gentleman's house where we had been invited todine ; 
at length on turning a corner, with both latteen sails 
drawing beautifully, we ran bump on a hoal; there 
was no danger, and knowing that the Mudians wero 
capital sailors, I eat still. Not so Captain K 3 
a rough plump little homo—' Shove her off, my boys, 
shove her off.’ She would not move, and thereupon 
he in a fever of gallantry jumped overboard up to the 
waist in full fig; and one of the men following his 
example, we were soon afloat. The ladies applauded, 
and the captain satin his wet dreeks for the rest of the 
voyage, in all the consciousness of being considered « 
hero. Ducks and onions are the grand staple of Ber- 
muda, but there was a fearful dearth of both at the 
time I speak of. A knot of young West india mer- 
chante, who with heavy purses and largo credits on ~ 
England, had at this time domiciled themselves in 
St. George's, to batten on che spoils of poor Jona- 
than, having monopolized eil the good things of the 
place. I happened to be acquainted with one of them, 

.and thoreby had less reason to complain; but many a . 
; fellow, sent ashore on duty, had to put up with 
fair (7 fare} at the taverns.” 








